The Tragedy of Hamlet 
Being Natures liuery, or Fortunes ftarre, ' 

His Vcrtues els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinit as man may vndergoc, 

Shall in the generall cenfiire cake corruption 
From that particular Fault : the dram of cafe 
Doth all the noble fubftance of a doubt 
To his ownc fcandali, 

inter Ghoft. 

Hora. Looke my Lord it comes. 

H am. Angels and Minifters of grace defend ri ! 

Be thou a fpirit of healthy or goblin damn’d. 

Bring witn thee ayres from heauen, or blafts from hell. 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thou com’ftin fuch a queftionable fhape. 

That I will fpeaketo thee. He call thee Hamlet 
King, father, royall Dane, 6 anfwere mce, 

Let meenot burft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy Canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Haue burft their cerements ? why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein wee faw thee quietly interr’d 
Hath opt his ponderous and marble iawes. 

To caft theevp againc? what may this meane 
That thou dead corfc, againc in compleat fteele 
Rcuifites thus the glimfe* ofthe Moonc, 

Making night hideous, and wee fooles of nature 

So horridly to (hake our difpofition 

Wich thougbtes beyond the reaches of our foules. 

Say why is this, wherefore, what /hould wee doe?- 

H ora.. It beckons you to goe away with it 
As if itfome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

'Jtear. Looke with what curteous action 
It wauesyou to a more remooued ground. 

But doe not goe wich it. 

H ora. Nojbynomeanes. 

Ham. It will not fpeake, then I will follow ic, 

Hera' Doe not my Lord. 

H am. Why?what fhould bee the feare, 

Idoe notfec my life at a { pinnes fee,. 


Prince ofDem/arke • 

And for my foule,what can it doe to that 
Being a thing immortal! as it felfe; 

It waues me forth againe,Ile follow it. 

H ora. What if it tempt you towards the flood my Lord, 

Or to the drcadfull fomnet of the eleefe 
That bettels ore his bafe into the fea. 

And there alfume fomc other horrible forme 
Which might depriue your foueraignty of reafon. 

And draw you into madnelTe,tbinke of it. 

The very place puts toyes of delperation 
Without more motiue.into eucry brainc 
That lookes fo many fadoms tochefca 
Andheares it rore beneath. 

Bam. It waues me frill, 

Goe on, He follow thee. 

Mar. You (hall not goe my Lord, 
j Ham, Hold ofy our hands. 

H ora. Berul’d,youfhallnotgoe< 

H am. My fate cries out 
And makes each petty artyre in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean Lyons nerue; 

Still am I cal d, vnh and me Gentlemen 
By heauen He make a Ghoft of him that lets me, 

I lay away, goe one, lie follow thee. Exit (jhoft andHmlet, 
Hor. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

(JMar. Lets follovv,tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hera. Haue after,to what iffuc will this come? 

Mxr. Something is rotten in the date of Denmark o» 

Hera. Heauen will dire£l ic. 

M<cr, Nay lets follow him. Exeunt t 

Enter Cjhofl and Hamlet . 

Ham. Whether wilt thou lcadc me,(peake,lle goe no further* 
Gbosi. Marke me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghofi. My houreisalmofrcotne 
When I to fulphrous and tormenting flames 
'fluft render vp my felfe. 

Ham, Alaflcpoorc Ghoft, 

D % iChoft 


